THE SLAYER OF LINCOLN      105
>£  f^rT*11^ sucn a look upon his face was disaster to one s   £^5ierri> and I cried, as I drew a chair to him, " What
Oh, what has happened to them?" sar*k down, he wiped his brow, he looked almost at me, then, very  faintly, he said: "You — — heard — anything? " if   IHU e a -^as^ Hattie's eyes and mine met ; we thought e suPPosed ill-timed jest of the stranger — my lips e<i   Wordlessly.     Hattie  stammered:  "A  man,   he though, said that Wilkes Booth — but he did lie he?" and in the same faint voice Mr. Ellsler slowly:  "No — no! he did not lie — it's too
-*~*own fell our heads and the waves of shame and sor-seemed fairly to overwhelm us, and while our sobs
the little room, Mr. Ellsler rose and laid two play-on the table. Then, while standing there, staring »to space, I heard his far, faint voice, saying : " So ?r^a-'t? so good a man destroyed, and by the hand of that AH ri^ppy boy! my God! my God! " He wiped his brow *fp&£r». and slowly left the house, apparently unconscious >f our presence.
VVhen we resumed our work — the theatre had closed ^cc:a.use of the national calamity — many a painted cheek fthovved runnels made by bitter tears, and one old actress, with, quivering lips, exclaimed: "One woe doth tread UfK>HL another's heel, so fast they follow ! " but with no thought of quoting, and God knows the words expressed lite situation perfectly.
3\£xrs. Ellsler, whom I never Saw shed a tear for any niclcamess, sorrow, or trouble of her own, shed tears for mad boy who had suddenly become the assassin of uk>d*$ anointed — the great, the blameless Lincoln!
"W"^ crept about, quietly, everyone winced at the sound :>f "thte overture; it was as if one dead lay within the walls, one who belonged to us.
l/Vhen the rumors about Booth being the murderer proved to be authentic, the police feared a possible out-